ey Fr———————

ELIZABETH AND HER

——BY EDCGAR JEHPSON.—/——

|

THE REPUBLIC: SUNDAY. JULY 19. 1903.

H SUNDAY

-

=

wh

BP0

BI1.TC

OS]

y . i ” i ) . L
E This new poster, if mounted carefully, will make a most attractive picture for “den” or library. Cut out the picture along the heavy lines and paste it onto a red or green posterboard. A board 12x35 inches

is large enough and can be procured at a slight cost. Ordinary cardboard may be used as a substitute.
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WRITTEN FOR THE SUUNDATY RETUBLIC.
Ellzabeth came out on the top of the

kopje, and whils Kess, her one-syed pony

giead, cropped with & somewhat malignant

Joy the few biades of the only tuft of grass

which survived on the bars, baked crowmn
ehe tllted forwerd the brim of her soit
hat, shapeless and drab from rain and sun,
and scanned anxiously the ribbon of road
which ran straight scross the wveldt and
turned along the kopje's foot to tha north.

Hor eyes brightened slowly, for, far be-
sond the range. of European sight, they
marked a thickening of the haze, which
meant & cloud of dust, and saw that It wos
moving townrd her.

That dust cloud meant newe—news of bat-
tle and slege, ambush and skirmish; news,
perhaps, of her father, fighting with Cronja.

On th» one hand, her mother was an Eng-
lishwoman and, slnca sha had alwavs been
Bbrought up among the Boers of her father'a
kin, with a nntural womanly contrariness
Elizabeth had cliung to her mother's peonla,
procleiming herself In and out of season—
above all, out of season—English and not
Dutch.

A faint creaking out on the vaidt roused
her from her reverie. She hrushed her
hand Impatiently across hor eves, thrusting
Eway the conflict, whistled to Kess, who
Arotted up to her at the call, mounted him
mnd cantered to meot the wagons, It proved
to be but one wegon, though its whesls
kept up & chorus of grinding sguenks, Its
11t and body creaked for = dozen, and in it,
einoking stolldly, mat Plet Btockvis and
young Plet Stockvis, his son, nelghbors and
members of her father's commando. Sha
greeted them, and turning Kess walked him
besida the wagon, clamoring for news. She
dragged It out of them plecemenl. They
were willing encugh to give It, Indeed, but
did not know how. Her father was well
and the war was over. Cronje had beaten
Methuen and driven the Rooineks into the
#gea; the Roolneks had been benten at
Btormberg and driven into ths sea; Joubert
hiad benten Buller arfd driven him into the
pea; Ladysmith had fallen; Mafsking had
Kallen.

For all the good news of her father, Eliza-
beih's heart was heavy within her.

She pulled up Kess, wondering, and saw
+walking, or rather stuggering, behind the
wagon, tled to It by e rope around his
walst, a fall, sllm man In a torm khuk!
juniform, the matted heir on his bandaged
head, his face, his mustace and stubby
beard caked with blood and mud and dust,
his wild eye fixed on an Imaginary erew, at
Which be roared without oceasing.

Elisabeth would have seen o Kaffir In
that plight with & faint annoyvance and
E bly & falot pity; the slght of an Eng-

shman, ons of her mother's peopls, &0
treated scandalized her beyond words, out-
aged all her womnnly ideas of conduct of
‘war between white nations, and she rods to
the front of the wagon !n a flame of rage.

“Who's this you've got tied to your wag-
enT' she cried, imperiously.

“That's our Roolnek,” sald the elder
Btockvis, his simple, stolld face breaking
drto an expression of gentls prida *We
dound him wandering on the velt and we're
taking him boms te show to the LUttle
ones."

“Unloose him a2t oncel Take him Into
the wagon! He's wounded. Ho's very 111"
cried Elisabeth.

“Take a cursed Roolnek into the wagon?
MNot I!" cried Btockvls, in the livellest gur-
prise and dlsgust at the suggestion. .
| Nlisabeth protested, argued, entreated and
raged without stirring him from his/stub-
bara resolves. §

At last she =ald firmiy:
cither you take him Into
you stay hera'

Sha rode to tha head of the long span
of oxen, unslinging the little Mariin repent-
ing rifle from her back, reined In Iess,
end with the rifla on her arm, sat facing
Steckvis, smiling unpleasantly. Blockvis
fumed and raged, swearing softly te his
san, grasping alowly the fact that ha was
helpless.

He dars not touch Gerrit Des Ruljtar's
dsughter.

It would mean shooting the four Kaflirs
with him, who stood around grinning at
his discomfiture,

At le=t It flushed upon Stockvis that his
furlough lasted only ten days, and at the
same moment he remembered that he wos
not bent with mny great scriousncess on
taking Nla captive home to show to the
little ounes, aud he roared: “All this fuss
about a very damned Roovinek! Take him
yourself, and much good may he do vou!"

“Very good," #ald Ellzaboth, throwing her
rifle over her shouldor and moving toward
the wagon.

The Kaflir drivers, rejolelng at the de-
feat of their master, ran to lopse the pris-
oner; with n shrick of agony the wheels
turned and the wagon moved on.

She looked at him with a kpitted, puzzled
brow, as tife greatness of the task of get-
ting him tha fifteen miles daunted her, and
while, with half a mind; she considored how
she was to do 1t, with thes other half she
tried to understund his oarsman's gib-
berlsh.

They rested for half an hour and then
#et out. For all that her riding boots fitted
her admirably, her feet werg bllstered. Sud-
denly ber companlon crled: “I've a guinea
thirst on me! Bring me some whisky and
potash, Tomkins! BLring it in o bucket!”

She  understood him roufhly, bur the
nearest  sprull  was st least two miles
ahead, and she bade him be patent In valn,
Ha kept erying, almost In a wall, *I'm 80
thirsty!" or, angrily, “Hang {t all, Muriel,
you might get me a drink!"

Bhe guve him soothing words and mnade
@ll the haste she could, with the result that
she reached the spruit and the end of her
forces at the same moment. They climbed
painfully down to the water. Recent rain
had swelled it to a falr stream. He tumbled
out of the saddle and drank llke a horsa

Her legs would not carry her another mile
and night was not an hour off. Thers was
nothing for it but to leave the Englishman,
rids home and return with another horse.
Shie must chance his wandering away. No,
she would not chance it; she tled him to a
tree.

In & trice she was In the saddle, Kems,
essured that he was galloping toward
mealles, stretched himself out, and in less
than half an hour she reached Vrengderijk,
her homestead. Instead of returning her-
self, she sent some Eaffir gervants for him.

For the next ten days she fought an un-
tiring battle against his fever,

His first utterances wers those of & child
of 7, his chief emotion was the vivid, chang-
ing curlosity of a chlld among strange sur-
roundinge. When he came to his sanses
Elizabeth’s first question, and ghe held har
breath when she had asked 1t, was: “Who
{8 Muriel?”

*T don't know,” he sald, after thinking
a lttle while, “I never heard of him."

IMizabeth's gasp of rellef was almost &
groan. Then she drew from him a child'a
necount of himself. His name was Antony
Arbuthnot. He lived In a houss in a park,
with papa and mamma and sissy. He had

A pony called Taffy, a dog called Gyp and
four rabbits. Has did not know the name of
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the house; his papa was called Antony, his
mother Hetty, Every fresh gap In his mem-

ory warmed Ellzabeth's beart with a fresh |
jox; It seemed po mnke him mora her awn. I

Ehe sot herself to teach him with a mnth.
er’'s zest, and out of a curious jealpusy of
his past she taught h!m for the most part
Imitch.

‘I'hien they fell In love with mich a lova
as might have birightened Eden before the
fall.

Thelr passion was the natural fusion of
two tender, ardent natures, quicitened
nelther by vanity, jenlousy nor the &asiro
for mastery.

Ellzaboeth' hnd grown up as Innocent as |

oy
enjoyed the companlonshiip of nona of lier
own e, s she wias not the glirl ia !
Kaflir wo t to her of any othe

for sitice her mother’'s death sha had

r than

Fler of Weltevroden
Schommels. of HRusthof, the
farmo, were all men or hoys, and her fathor
had discouraged them' from hanging about
lier, ns they wers rohdy onaugh to o, for
ha was refolved to Keep his dauvghier as
long ns he could

She had tlhien scarcely dreamed of love,
and marriage, the fixed fate of all women
in that patriareial Jand, seemed to her o
faraway thing.

And Antony, owing to tlie happy loes of
twenly years of his life, could have walkied
an equal with the sinless Adam. Iis very
vagueneas deepencd probably thelr passion.

There is no knowling how Antony wns {n-
splred to kiss her. It may be that some
memory of kissing his mother In hls child-
hood taught him; it may be that some
ptrong desira for the touch of his lips, deep
down_below know ;o In Elizabeth's heart.
infected him! It may bave been a sudden
whisper of nature heraslf,

But ona night, after hiappy, troubled hours
on the verandn, a= thoy rosa to go to bed,
in the darkness she stumbled agninst him
On the Instant he threw & clumsy, trembling
arm naround her and touched her cheek
clumsily with his lips,

For & breath she leaned agalinst him, In-
ert end quivering; then without a word sha
broke away, ran to her room and threw
herself on the bed, sobbing In & tumult of
joy, amazement and fear, He dropped back
into his chalr In a bewlldering trouble hard-
1v less than hers, .

When they met next morning they wera
indesd i1l at ease. Neithar could mest the
other's eye. Elizabeth's face was eflame
of flushes and Antony’s tan was deepened
to & brick red. Thelr words halted on thalr
tongues and dled .away. Thelr uncasinesa
with each othar lasted through the doy,
but as they came riding home at sunset
thelr eyes were sghining, Antony's very
brightly, Hllzabeth's with a lesser light, at
the thought of the coming hours on
the wveranda, But even thers 1in
the heartening darimess, they were 111 at
ease for awhile. Then Anton¥'s courage
cames to him. Hs drew his chalr to hers
and put his arm arcund her and kissed her
again N

Eliznbeth trembled, but she &g not shrinik
from his lips and he lifted her on to his
knes end kisaed her again and egain, Pres-
ently they wers babbling llke children over
the!lr wonderfol discovery, and ths feelings
of thelr hearts found at last something of
an expression,

The next day they rods through & new
world stamped mfresh in ths mind of ita
maker, and that night Elizabeth prayad
that Antony might never remember his'past
or Murlel.

For a few days they lived In this golden
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world, mafping cut & golden future, when
Gerrit de Rulfter should come boek from
tha war and they ahould marry.

At whlles the dread of his remambering &
past that would tear him from har would
chlll for m branth E beth's glow, but on

ntony all skles samiled. No falnt distant

of the war marred the!r serenity,
lfzaleth rode no more for news to
the track of the warld.
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Il n e Luglunder, and to-
we'tea coming, 1 and father and
Hune, and 4l of us, to hang him. And Huns
I= g & to marry you

"“He'll sfambok your eursed Englsh no-
tlong out of vou: he sava ho willL™

Elizabeth was wlilte with anger and =i -
den fear, but she eried, florcely: *The
Schommela inve Interforad with the Da
Ruijters bofores now, and It was the Scham-
mels who weare hangnrd!*

“Tilmes ara changed, Batje!™
boy, with another lough,
heard the news.

“Cronje is captured and your fathsr and
Your cousing are prisoners. Hans I3 golne
10 marry you—after we'va hanged that
curscd Rooinek—whether you ke it or not,
end Vror crifle wlll somuy diy belong to the
Echommels. We'va wanted it long enough.”

Ehe rods home with her head high, hut
with fear knocklng at her heart. The
Bchommels were the black sheep of the
country=ide.

Thelr long record of atroclous brutallties
to the natives, their slaves of the tribes
who had once llved near them, appalled
even thelr nelghliors, tolerant as they wers
In such mattars,

Antony listened with & very grave face
&s she told him of thelr danger, but when
shie had done he only sald, with the cheery
air of an eclder man: “It was a good thing
that that boy muat brog of what they were
golng to do.

“We will fight them.”

And for the first time Hlizabeth knew
that he was stronger than she, mnd the
knowledge warmed her heart.

A3 poon as they reached home they pet
about turning the liouse Into a fort—no vary
difficult matter, for the BecHuana border
was not far away, apd It had been built in
the deys of many ralds. Antony's cheerful-
ness, his boyish joy at the prospect of a
fight, kept Ellzalieth’s courage high.

He helped with the defenses, and It was
at hls suggesilon that she dispatched a
Kaffir to Weltevraden with & letter asking
help, on the chance that one or more of her
cousins might be home on furlough looking
after the farm, Later thres more Kaffirs
followed him, driving thither the best of the
cattie and the horaea

But when all their mensures had been
taken, in the reaction from thas bustls Eilz-
abeth’'s heart began to =ink. She and An-
tony supped In the big kitchen, and he saw
to it that she made a §00d supper. They
talked for & while after It of her father
and cousins, prisoners of the English,

Thelr fate touched her but little; Antony
filled all her mind. BSoon, seeing how weary

cried the
“You haven't

faced, plg-eved boy i

Lim long, We're tired of |

her forebodings had made her, hs sent her
1o bwed, and os sho bade Lim good night
=ha clung to him as though she would nev-
¢f let him go. Bhe siept but Httle.

After daybreak Elizabcth kept an eva
towanl Weltevroden, but no suecoring hoofs
stirred the dusi. An hour after dawn they

saw n dust elowd on the Rusthof slide,
For a whila it drew n glowly; then
it quick at a mile

of 0 £udidin 1
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11 for that very qlamn
yvours"" =nld old Sehommiel
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, you won't have him,” sald Ellen-
bell, ooy,

A sudden  se
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bok bBelore w
roarvd e,

Elizabeth's cleay
whiplash.

One cerled o burst in the door.
to shout the jade, another o shoot
Rooinek; then all  suggestions
drowned In a storm of cursing.

In the midst of the uproar the Ingenuous
IFrits slipped off his lhiorse and, screened by
s excited family, fired at Anteny. The
buller ripped & picce gut of his tunle. On
the Instunt he fired back, and smashed
Huns's right prm Jjust below the shoulder
us Elizabeth slammeod to thoe shulter.

The Schommel Kauffirs, headed by old
Schommel, bolted for the trees Hly slow-
cr offtspring were staring at Hans writh-
Ing and shrieking on the ground, when
four horsemen came quietly but swiftly
around the corner of the house. and a
stern volee roared, “Drop those riflesi'

The slow Schommels swung round to
find Gerrit de Ruitjerl and his thrae
nephews fram Weltevreden looking at them
down their riflo burrels; they had acted on
jpaccurate Informution.

Thelr mouths cpened slowly; then, with
one grunt, they let thelr rifles fall,

Thets cams a curss from old Schommel
among the trees, and in.a breath he was
clattering over the wveldt, his Kaffira after
him.

Elizabeth and Antony ran down and un-
barred the door, the Kaflirs ran out and
puiled the young Schommels off their
horses, and she had her mrms round her
father’s neck, and was kissing him.

While the Kaffirs bound the Schommels
they went into the house, all talking to-
gether.

Gerrit llstened o Elizabeth's story with a
very angry face; his nephews, with the Im-
petuous generosity of youth, were for hang-
ing the Schommels then and there, but
presently they agreed that they bad botter
breakfast first and occupy their cooler hour
of digestion deallng with them.

Humanlged by the abundant breakfast,
they wers more Incllned to lenleney with
the Schommels. They wers ticd up one by
ons, and a stout Eaffir gave them fifty
lashes aplece with & sfambol,

difilcul-

Eof unionked
wits of the old mun. Ha
avd  yelled: “Upen the
Open at once, or it will be

or wou'l
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well as afuer!™
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A Thrilling Story of Love and
" Adventure in the Boer War.

In tha afternoon his nephews rode away
fiome, and Gerrit and Elizabeth rode around
tha furm, for he was sager to learn how It
had fared duripg his absenca. As they
come Lack sha told him of her love for
Antony.

He heard her gravely and sald that there
was no reasen for hasts: that he must con-
slider the matter; but sha had mads it clear
to itlm that her love and her happiness were
one.

Hor confession distressed him, for he
tind looked to have her to himself for some
ra yvet.

Again, the notion of her marrying en
Fnglishman was strauge to him. slncs he

had always 1 1 uron her as sure 1o’
minrrs her o Dirk. Secing her with
thls forelgtn lover it Is not'to be wondered
nt i ha fi of this feelings of Lam-
bro.  Hut days he said nothing, but
watched Antony nnd her carefully. and Ht-
e hy ) Lis repugnance to  thelr
marrying bezdn to wear away,

Li . rowing to llke Antony.

Fiis vity was after his own heart,

and hi
pleasant

riulness, his boyish fjokes, were

as they were unfamiliar 1o
found that he would maks in time
wi farmer. He was beginmning
t if lt® had a son he would have
likedd him such 2 one as Antony.

Then one day he sald to Elzabeth,
“When are you and Antony going to get
marcied 7

“Oh—h—h, I—I—don’t know,” shs stam-
mered with a zreat flush. In answer to the
snmoe question Antopy sald promptly. "To-
murrow.”

In his slow, methodical way Gerrit set
ahout arranzing matters 50 that the mar-
ringe mus: be good, for he knew something
of the diffecence of the marriage laws In
different countries. Antony became a bur-
gher of the Free State with very ifttle de-
b,

In such o matter Ruljter was a name lo
conjure with. In the distress of the country
it s I no time for the festival, and the
marriuge was very guict. A Duteh pastor
frum Vryhurg celebrated it in the parlor,
and the three De Rufjters of Weltevreden
wore the guesats and witnesses,

For two months Elizabeth and Antony en-
Joved an even fuller happiness,

Then ons evenlug, &s they were on thelr
way home from an outlying pasture and An-
tony was riding carelessly with his eyes on
Elizabeth, his horse put his foot in a hole,
came down anid threw him sprawling over
s head. 1t was nothing of a fall, but the
jar lfted the bone wlhich pressed on his
brain and blotted out his memory.

He drew himself (nto a sitting posturs and
stared around the famillar veldt, another
man, a crowd of memoriea thronging his
mind. He knew himself Sir Antony Arbuth-
not of Righton Grange; that he had a wife,
Muriel, aud a child, Antony, In BEngland.
The panorama of tha lost years unrolled
swiftly before the eye of his mind. He saw
his sechooldays, the daya at Oxford, the days
at Righton, his courtship of Murlel, their
marriage, the birth of thelr boy, hig jour-
ney to South Africa to look after his min-
Ing Interests, the besieging of Kimberley, his
enlistment in ths Town Guard, the brush
with the Boers when he was scouting, the
first few rifle ahots

Then came a blank, and then he saw him-
molf in bed at Vrengderijk and Elizabeth at
his bedside, the evenis of the Iast flve
muanths following clearly. In a few ssconds
he saw all his life. He turned a scared face
up to the anxious Ellzabeth, who was ask-
ing whers he was hurt. At the sight of it
she caught her breath and, cluiching at her
bosom, cried:

“You remember! Who—who—Is Murkl?

“1 remember,”” he =ald, and rising heav-
{ly to his feet started acrosa the vealdt

“Tell ma—iell me!"” she gasped huskily.

“I must think,"” he =ald slowly,

He caught his horse, mounted, and they
rode homa at a walk in sllence; now and
again he lookad at her terror-stricken face
with pitiful eyes.

hath's hand in his, Antony sat trying
think the matter out. Unwillingly he
dons her the worst possible wrong: h
could has right It7 Duty oalled him to M
riel; duty chained him to Elizsabeth.

At lnst he made up his mind that
Elizabeth at any rate he would
He had an Infinits confidence In -
sronld help him decids, {

When they wers In thelr bedroom he told
her. ' She listened to him In a dumb misery,
a shivering jealousy, till he had ended. The
shs cpled: “Oh, how she must have
ycu! “How she must have grieved!”

Arntany had thought little of that, and
heart smote him.

She burled her face In her hands
thought awhile, Then she sald drearily,
“You must go back to her.”” Then she cried,]
“Ah, no; it is too Iate—too late!"” And An=
teny knew that he was bound to her by &,
tncfold chain. -

“1s it 7" he said, with & groan, and
started to pace the room.

Elizabeth lay face downward on the bed,
sobbing, '

FPresently she sald: “T couldn’'t give yom
up now, if I would. And yet—and yet—yom
must go back to her; y¥ou are bound to—iny
honor. And—and—I can bear it

“I will not give Fou up!" sald Antony,
savagely. “Look. here, my child, we must
bs practical. After all, there's more thany
one world,

“Muriel Is as much in another as If she
lived In the moon. Thers are & summer and
4 winter in every year. 1 shall spend the
simmer In England, the winters in the
Orunge Free State.”

Elizabeth sat up, gasping. *You expect
me to be content with half of you?" she
cried,

“L would give you the whole, with all my
heart, but how can I7 And I have only half
of you—half the year with you, that is. I
shull hate the double life, the deceit, the
concenlment, the worrylng possibllity of the
truth coming out. |

“But we cannot help ourselves.' !

“I will never endure it! Never—never!™
sald Elizubeth feebly, and she began to sob
afresh. |

Antony soothed her very tenderly.

His suggestion rasped all her womanly:
feeling, but the compromise appealed to hee
human, tendency (to Hke half & loaf better
than no bread. -

She did pot, however, agres at oncs, and
for three days they threshed and threshed
the matter out. nl the end his jdea seemed
a bad way, but the only way out of & bad
business.

They explained to her father that An-|
tony's memory had come back and be m !
EO to his estates In England for a while; of!
Muriel they pul nothing, but they bright-
ened his hearc with talk of the Importatio
of shorthorns,

A week later Antony rode away from'
Vrengderijk.

He rode up to the hotel, and a blg man,
on tho verandah gave a great shout, cried,
“Arbuthnot! By all’ that's holy! Arbuth-,
not!” came running down the steps and
wrung his hand, '

He recognized as a figure in a dream his
old Triend, Bromley Carter.

‘‘Wa thought you were dead!” he cried
*“Wa. all thought you wera dead. Where
have you been?' Then his face fell sol-
emn, and he sald In & gentler voice: "I was
ewful sorry to hear the bad news of your
wife—so awfully sudden.”

“Bed news of my wife?” salr Antony with/
R~ gasp, think for the moment that he spoke
of Elizabeth. Then it flashed upon him th
he spoke of Murfel. “What bad news? I've

heard nothing for months.”

“Not dead?" cried nAtony.

“Yes; four months ago—typhold.”™

Then one thought, one desirt, gri |
like a fury—t{o sweep the angulsh n:tq.f
spurs, and tore at & mad gallop down
street.

Cerrit wondered at thelr silence during
styper and en the veranda With Ellza~

“8he’s—she's—oh, she's—" Hromley Care,

ter stammered, and words falled him. "
For a breath the world swam around

tony and he swayed in his saddle.

Eilizubeth's eyes at once, on the instant
He gwung round his horse, jammed tn
His Kaffirs opened their mouths,

after him and thea followed,
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